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Summary:
Leyley…

Leyley with her wild and brash demeanor.

Leyley with her possessiveness.

She was sick (perfect). She was insane (flawless).

She was too much (just right). Of course he was overwhelmed.

It was inevitable.

It wasn’t his fault!

~*~

Ashley convinces Andrew to stay at their parent's house for a little while longer...

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
“Sorry Ashley, I wish it were that easy.” Andrew said. She always wanted things to be easy and he usually went along with her whims. But he had to keep them safe, to keep her safe. They couldn’t stay here. The fact that they had even come here at all was risky enough as it is.

And then of course absolutely nothing went according to plan. As usual.

He didn’t even want to think about it.

What they had done.

The reality that their parents, as shitty as they were, were now dead.

(Dead and in their stomachs.)

“Oh come on! You’re being ridiculous.” Ashley complained. “We can’t use their IDs, we can’t stay in the house, we barely got any money! What was the fucking point of all of this then? Mom and Dad were living it up here in this fancy house at the expense of our lives! And we can’t even enjoy the spoils of ripping it all from them? Un-fucking-belivable.”

And of course Ashley didn’t give a single shit. She only cared about getting back at them.

“May I remind you that coming here and doing this was your idea? You never fucking THINK Ashley!” He was so frustrated with her and everything that had just happened, he couldn’t help but snap at her. Her impulsivity always got them into these messes.

“Hmph!” She crossed her arms and looked away offended. “This is me thinking! Just because we can’t stay forever doesn’t mean we can’t at least stay for a few days.”

“Ashley…” Andrew sighed exasperated. She refused to give this up.

“Just listen to me! It’s going to take a while before people start suspecting anything. It’ll save us money on a motel. And we just recharged the dream talisman, so we should be able to see if something bad is gonna happen.” Ashley smirked.

Andrew hated to admit it, but she did have a good point.

“Fine. Fine!” Andrew gave in. Like he always did.

He was helpless when it came to her. He couldn’t say no...

“Yay!” Ashley beamed and hugged him tight, kissing him on the cheek. “I knew you’d agree! You’re the best!” It was a complete 180 with her, like whenever she got her way.

“This doesn’t mean you don’t need to clean up the basement. We’re only staying for a few days and what if we need to leave in a hurry?”

Ashley rolled her eyes. “Alright, Andy.”

“And don’t call me that!”

Andrew left her to her task and headed back upstairs. Since they were apparently staying for a few days, he needed to make some arrangements.

Food for one.

God, why was he regretting throwing out the leftover soup…

He checked the fridge and while there was not a lot left… for the next few days it would do.

Free food was free food after all.

Next clothes.

He hated the concept of them wearing their parent’s things but their supplies were limited. There had to be something he could salvage.

He headed to their parent’s bedroom and was rummaging through their drawers for a while when he felt arms wrap around his waist.

“I’m all done.” Ashley said in a sing-song voice.

“Good.” Andrew turned around and faced her. “I took stock of our food and we should have enough left to last a few days. But… I’m still worried.”

“Still? Andy-” Andrew sighed and glared at her. “-Andrew…” She corrected herself. “Everything is going to be fine. We’re only going to be here for a few days. There’s no way the police or anyone will figure out what we did.” She gently caressed his face. “You look tired. I know you haven’t been sleeping well lately. How about we get some rest?”

Andrew closed his eyes and leaned into the touch. “Yeah… for once a good idea.”

“Oh, fuck off!” Ashley shoved him away and he couldn’t help but laugh. “Don’t you want to see if something bad is waiting for us anyway?”

“Yeah.” He grabbed a long T-shirt that their mother once wore as pajamas. “Catch.” He tossed the clothing at her. She caught it and looked at it in disgust. “Don’t be picky. Go get changed. Let’s get ready for bed.”

He turned around to give Ashley some semblance of privacy while he stripped down to his boxers. He tentatively turned around when he finished and thankfully she was already dressed in the shirt.

It was short on her. He could see her thighs.

What was the point of all this anyway?

Right. Visions.

And of course. Ashley didn’t remember.

Demonic summoning and seeing the fucking future and yet she still couldn’t give less of a shit.

Unreal.

After some heated discussion they both ended up falling asleep together, hand in hand, holding the demonic trinket between them, on their parent’s bed.

Maybe they really would have a shared vision?

Or maybe it would just end up as a big ol’ pile of nothing.

But Andrew couldn’t deny the thought of them possibly sharing a dream… It was fascinating.

~*~

‘Never say never.’ That sentence was going to haunt him for eternity.

Was he truly that depraved? Ashley certainly seemed to think so, though her judgment involving morals was questionable at best.

The vision was impossible to get out of his mind.

The only functional bathroom was downstairs and Andrew was grateful for the excuse to get away at least for a little while.

He couldn’t have Ashley see this. She couldn’t see his boxers tented with the evidence of his arousal, his depravity. She would just pounce on the opportunity and never let him go.

And even worse, he’d let her.

God, when had he sunk so low? What was wrong with him? She was his sister! Not Julia, not any of the other girls he’d jerked off to in the past (girls with black curly hair and pretty light eyes). He was supposed to protect her…

When he walked into the kitchen to see Ashley cooking them breakfast, still dressed in only his mother’s t-shirt, her ass on full display as she bent to rummage in a cabinet for what she needed, he almost choked on his spit.

His cock had gotten hard in an instant.

Thankfully she hadn’t noticed him enter and he was able to back out and run downstairs. He knew the solution to this. He pulled off his boxers and turned on the shower to the coldest setting possible, trying not to think about the fact that their parent’s blood had poured down this very same drain yesterday.

“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! It won’t go down…” He whispered to himself, panicked. He didn’t even want to think about what Ashley would do if she caught him in this kind of predicament. It wasn’t working. The water was like ice on his dick and yet it still remained hard as a rock.

His options had narrowed down to jerking off to the thought of his sister.

He refused to acknowledge how his cock twitched at the thought of that.

It wasn’t as if it was even difficult to imagine, the vision playing in his mind as if he had truly lived it, and his imagination could easily fill in the gaps.

Ashley was beautiful after all. There was plenty of truth in that over the top praise he showered upon her. No girl had ever lived up to her, in that she had been right all along, despite all of her insecurities.

“Fuck it. Only once.”

He grabbed the shower handle with his free hand, yanking the handle all the way over to hot. If he was going to succumb to his depravity he was not going to do it while freezing his balls off.

He said he was going to bury Andy and Leyley, but he couldn’t help but think of her when he was like this, when he was obsessed.

It was her, it was Leyley causing him to feel like this. Ashley didn’t follow through on the promise with burying Leyley for good so of course he ended up in this situation.

Leyley…

Leyley with her wild and brash demeanor.

Leyley with her possessiveness.

She was sick (perfect). She was insane (flawless).

She was too much (just right). Of course he was overwhelmed.

It was inevitable.

It wasn’t his fault!

He wrapped a hand around his cock letting out a hiss at the sensation.

“Leyley…” He moaned softly as he started stroking his cock. “Fuck, I need you.”

And that was the core of it.

At the end of it all.

Despite doing everything to bury Andy and Leyley the truth always remained. He needed her, and she needed him, and it climaxed in this…

“Oh, Annnnndy.” Leyley’s voice played in his mind, a breathy whisper right next to his ear. “You like what you see?” He did. He always did. He loved her gorgeous body, especially her fat tits and shapely ass, that she always gloated about. But he also loved her beautiful face that sometimes even managed to look sweet and innocent despite it all.

Andrew sped up the pace of his strokes. He closed his eyes and imagined Leyley right there with him… kneeling on the cold tile, mouth wrapped around his cock, his hands buried in her curls.

She would take his dick like she was born for it. If she was here he’d choke her with his cock, finally shut her up. There would be tears in her eyes as she gagged, finally getting everything she always wanted. Andrew had to admit, he would like that look on her.

He felt the pressure building up in his balls. He had been so pent up for weeks and now this? He was going to come embarrassingly quickly.

He twisted his wrist on the downstrokes, stimulating the head, which was weeping precome at this point. His heart was pounding, he could hear the footsteps of Ashley above him in the kitchen.

She could come downstairs at any moment.

But he was so close.

“Andrew! Breakfast’s ready!”

Fuck! Why now???

He couldn’t hold it back any longer… he couldn’t even gasp out a reply as he came, shuddering, trying his best to hold back any noise. White spurts shot out of his cock and towards the drain. He was panting with the exertion, the water which was growing tepid pounding directly on him.

The door to the basement at the top of the stairs creaked open and Andrew froze.

No it didn’t look suspicious. Everything was fine! He was just taking a shower, everything was completely normal. Absolutely nothing to see here!

All the evidence had washed down the drain.

“Andrew? Did you hear me?” She called from the top of the stairs. “Breakfast’s ready! Hurry up and get out of there before your dick shrivels up.”

“Yeah, yeah… I’ll be right there!” Andrew replied, turning off the water.

He gazed down to where his cock, slowly starting to go soft, rested. Even now at the mere thought of Ashley (Leyley), it twitched.

He was so fucked.



Chapter 2
Chapter Text
He had tried to distract himself since then but Ashley seemed hell bent on playing happy family. Even though her cooking was shit and nothing about them was normal or happy.

He had a feeling she was taking what she had said that day to heart. The new Mr. and Mrs. Graves.

They had fallen into a routine, it had only been a few days but it felt like domestic bliss they never had in that shitty apartment.

Andrew had absconded for a bit to buy some cigarettes from the convenience store. The constant thoughts plaguing his mind stressed him out and he went through his pack faster than usual.

“Waste of time and money.” He heard Ashley’s voice echo in his head but he shoved that thought away. They went through hell; he deserved one vice. It could be worse, he could be drinking until he puked or shooting up. God knows he deserved to be able to numb himself.

He pocketed his newly purchased cigarettes and headed back to the house. It was only a few blocks away.

But yet, somehow, Ashley managed to do something stupid.

It had been ten minutes!

He approached where Ashley was casually leaning on the fence in front of their house (when the hell did he start thinking of it as their house?), talking to the neighbor.

“Andrew!” She greeted him with a big deceptively innocent smile on her face, as if she wasn’t completely throwing away everything he told her not to do and wasn’t actively putting them in danger at this exact moment. “I was just telling our lovely neighbor from across the street, Mr. Jones, about how we’re house sitting for Mom and Dad!”

“Right.” Andrew deadpanned, trying with every fiber of his being to not let his rage show on his face. “If you’ll excuse us sir, I need my sister’s help with something.”

“Oh no problem, it’s really nice your parents have good kids like you to watch over their house while they’re away. They really won an all expenses paid cruise around the world? That sounds phenomenal. I’m so jealous.”

“Yup. Really did.” He replied, grabbing Ashley’s wrist. “Nice to meet you, sir.”

“You too!” The man waved before walking away. Andrew dragged Ashley inside, slamming the door, rage finally starting to spill out.

“What the fuck were you THINKING?” He shouted, pinning her against the door. “Now, someone knows that we’re here, and our parents aren’t. Are you really this stupid, Ashley?”

“Oh come on! Don’t yell at me. Now we can stay longer! I bet that guy is a real gossip, now it’ll spread that our parents are away and no one will suspect a thing. At least for a while.” Ashley looked very pleased with herself.

“Fucking hell, Ashley.” Andrew sighed, exasperated. “It’s always about getting what you want, isn’t it? What about what I said? The authorities are going to come knocking eventually. We should’ve left days ago but I indulged you and your stupid desire to play house!” Andrew glared at her. Ashley’s eyes were wide, clearly she hadn’t expected this harsh of a reaction.

“So what, okay? Maybe, just maybe, I wanted us to be happy for a bit. Just you and me.” She looked away, admonished.

Andrew finally let go of her and started pacing.

“And the three months spent together in that apartment wasn’t enough for you? What about our entire fucking lives?”

“That’s different!”

“Is it?”

“There were always other people! Mom and Dad, your stupid girlfriends! Everyone was trying to take you away from me…” Ashley crossed her arms and pouted.

“Ashley… I chose you. We’ve been over this. What do I have to do to make you understand that?”

Andrew was stopped mid stride by Ashley tugging on his arm, pulling him closer, wrapping her arms around his neck.

“Ashley, what-” He started to ask and then completely froze when she kissed him. His heart was hammering in his chest, her dry lips moving against his own were completely uncoordinated but yet somehow amazing all at once. Blood rushed south and he felt dazed, overwhelmed by the feeling of her.

She pulled away after a bit. “That. That’s what I want you to do.”

Andrew shook his head, trying to clear it. “Ashley… we can’t.”

“Oh, yeah?” Ashley retorted. “Well, something down here says otherwise.” Before he could move away her hand grasped his hard dick through his pants. “You. Like. This.”

Andrew shoved her away. “No. I don’t you fucking lunatic!” He was mortified. He couldn’t acknowledge this. Deny. Deflect. Anything!

“Yes, you do! Don’t fucking lie to me, Andy!” She pounced on him again, pinning him to the wall. “Do you really think I didn’t know what you’ve been doing in the shower? Leyley! Oh Leyley!” She moaned exaggeratedly and he blushed beet red.

Fuck, she heard that?

“I know exactly what you’ve been up to. So don’t you dare fucking deny it. You. Want. This.”

“Fine.” Andrew retorted. “If you want this so bad, then who am I to deny you?” He was done fighting this. Done tamping down his urges. Done being in denial. If Ashley was going to push him to this point he would own it.

He used his strength and escaped Ashley’s grasp, before scooping her up in his arms and walking over to the living room.

“Andy, what the hell are you doing?” Ashley questioned frantically.

“I’m giving you what you want.” Andrew said before dumping her on the couch.

He pulled his shirt off over his head and he swore he could hear a sharp intake of breath from her. Andrew straddled her, his rock hard dick pressing up against her body.

They were really doing this.

Her face was red, she didn’t seem to know what to do with herself. He knew that Ashley, as forward and shameless as she was, had little in the way of actual experience.

Andrew bent down and kissed her in the way that he had been craving, guiding her lips into the right movements, soft and slow at first, but soon it deepened, his tongue coaxing its way into her mouth. His hands slid under her shirt, cupping her tits through her bra. Her “good” bra. Though that didn’t mean he had any idea how to work that clasp. They still felt amazing, even through the padding.

They broke apart after a bit, panting, staring at each other.

“You wanna get rid of this for me?” Andrew snapped the band of her bra against her skin.

Ashley nodded and he moved back to allow her to sit up.

His cock was throbbing at this point, aching in the confines of his jeans so while Ashley was removing her bra he got up and took those off breathing out a sigh of relief when his cock was freed.

Ashley had tossed her bra over the couch and had pulled off her shirt as well leaving her upper body fully bare to his greedy eyes.

“Well?” Her confidence seemed to come back. “Like what you see?”

Andrew smirked. “Hell yeah.”

It felt so freeing to say that, so freeing to admit the truth, all those feelings that he had kept buried deep inside, bottled up for weeks, months, years.

They were all coming out.

He pounced on her, kissing her with a fervor reserved only for her. Only she could bring out the passion locked within him, whether it was from an argument… or from this.

“Fuck, Ashley…” He breathed out when they broke apart for air.

She didn’t stop. Her mouth moved from his lips downward, biting and sucking a hickey into his shoulder.

“Mine.” She hissed.

Andrew nodded. “Yeah, I’m yours.” He grinded his dick into Ashley’s crotch, her shorts had also disappeared, only her underwear remained. “This is all yours.”

“Damn right, none of those bitches can have you now!” She laughed. “I fucking won!” The look of pure unbridled delight on Ashley’s face was a wonder to behold.

“Yeah you did, want your prize?”

Ashley nodded furiously.

He moved from being on top of her to sitting next to her on the couch, before pushing his boxers down, exposing his hard cock. Ashley was staring at him, wide-eyed.

He wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking it.

“Well? Don’t you want to make that vision come true?” Andrew asked.

Ashley didn’t need to be told a second time. She quickly knelt on the ground between his legs, staring at his dick. She tentatively reached a hand out to rest on top of his, almost as if she was convinced this truly was just a dream.

He reached out and gently stroked her hair with his free hand. “Come on now…” He encouraged her.

She leaned forward and licked the tip of his cock before taking more of it into her mouth and sucking on it. Andrew let go of his cock and wound both of his hands into her hair. Not tugging on it for now, he knew this was her first time after all. “That’s it… good girl.”

He knew Ashley loved praise.

Her mouth felt amazing on his dick, inexperienced but she more than made up for it with enthusiasm once she got going. Her tongue traced around the head and Andrew could feel his cock leaking precome. The urge to push further down her throat was difficult to resist, but Andrew just coaxed Ashley to use her hands to handle what wouldn’t fit.

Then just as the sensation was ramping up she pulled off.

“What the fuck, Ashley?” He complained. She definitely didn’t seem like she needed air or something.

“Hmph. Praise me more.” She demanded.

“Are you serious?” Andrew questioned in disbelief. Of course she would be like this. Why was he surprised?

“Yes.” He could never say no to her.

“Oh, Ashley, your mouth is amazing. I have never received a better blowjob in my life.” He said. “That good enough?”

“More!”

He smiled at her fondly. Only she could make antics like this make his heart flutter.

“Your mouth is a gift from the heavens! My dick is not worthy to have such a perfect tongue caress it, my loins shiver in delight at the prospect of your lips upon them.” Andrew waxed poetically. “How’s that?”

“Much better!” Ashley seemed pleased. “You pass.”

“Good.” He hooked a finger under her choker which she was still wearing and tugged her closer. “Now be a good girl for me, and suck my dick.”

“Look at you being so bold.” Ashley remarked, but he could see her cheeks redden at the phrase before she took his cock into her mouth again. This time Andrew pushed a little more and his cock went deeper into Ashley’s mouth entering her throat.

“Ohhh… that’s good.” He moaned.

The sight of her between his legs, her lips wrapped around his dick was so erotic. It was the image from his fantasies brought to life.

Well, almost.

He grabbed her curls and tugged on them hard causing Ashley to let out a moan. “Oh you like that huh? You degenerate. Of course you’d like pain. How about this then?”

He pushed his cock deeper inside Ashley’s throat, pulling her head closer to his crotch. He could feel her throat spasm around his cock as she bobbed up and down, sucking and licking whatever section of his dick she could reach with it so far down her throat.

“Fuck…” He moaned. “You feel amazing, Leyley.” Shit. He didn’t mean to let that slip. But Ashley just moaned even more, tears welling up in her eyes.

The perfect picture.

This would be engraved into his mind forever.

Unfortunately, after a bit Ashley truly needed air so he let her pull back and she caught her breath.

“Andy… won’t you fuck me already?” Her expression looked desperate, her eyes full of lust.

Andy was supposed to be dead and buried, her calling him that shouldn’t be hot, it shouldn’t stir something primal inside of him, but yet…

“Come here.” He pulled her from the floor into his lap. He reached between them and felt just how soaked her panties were. “Fuck, you’re so wet. You’re really desperate for me aren’t you?” He expected some kind of remark from Ashley, but was surprised to just see her swallow heavily and nod, grinding against where his fingers were pressed against her pussy, breathing heavily. “Let’s get these off then.” He tugged at her underwear, helping her stand up so she could slide it down her legs.

He reached down to the floor to rummage in his discarded jeans and pulled out his wallet.

“What are you doing?”

He opened up the wallet and pulled out the condom. “You’re lucky I still had one left over.” He remarked.

“Are you really bringing her up now?!” Ashley shouted at him.

“What? No!” Andrew held up his hands in as non-threatening a gesture as possible. Shit. Shit. Shit. Now he made her mad. “I was just happy we didn’t have to go to the store!”

“Liar! Am I just another score to you? Your only option to fuck?”

“Ashley, no come on. You know that’s not true.”

She shoved him onto the couch and straddled him. “Well you’re MINE! I won’t let anyone else have you ever again!”

She leaned down and bit him on the cheek hard enough to leave a mark. “Mine. Mine. Mine. Mine!” She left more bite marks on him. His neck, his shoulder, his chest. Her nails dug into him and Andrew just laid there, feeling absolutely powerless as Ashley laid her claim all over him.

She pulled back after she finished admiring her handiwork, before reaching for his cock which was still hard and throbbing between them, even more so after this display. He didn’t care about the pain.

“This is mine too…”

“Wait, wait, wait, Ashley…” Andrew said shakily, seeing what she was about to do.

“What?” She snapped at him.

He held up the condom. “Let me put this on first.” He pleaded and she glared at him. “I swear it’s not like that!” He defended himself. “Mom and Dad-”

“Now you’re bringing up our parents?!” Ashley questioned in disbelief.

“Ashley, listen to me!” Andrew begged. “They were idiots! Remember? They regretted us and made our lives hell. Let’s just… not make that same mistake okay?”

Ashley started to calm down a bit. “Fine.”

She snatched the condom wrapper from his hand, opened it up, and began rolling it onto his dick.

Andrew breathed out a sigh of relief. “There you go.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re lucky that I love you.” Ashley said. “Bringing up other women when we’re about to have sex honestly…” She muttered under her breath.

“Yeah, I’m an idiot, I know. Love you too.” He replied. He leaned forward and kissed her softly. “I’m all yours.” He needed to fix this and he knew just what to do. “You're beautiful.” He kissed her lips again. “Perfect.” He kissed her neck. “Sexy.”

He bit her right where he had kissed her last. “And all mine.” She was blushing beet red at this point. “What, oh what would I do without you my darling, Ashley?”

She laughed, her earlier anger having fully disappeared. “You fucking sap.”

“Only for you.” And that was the truth.

“Alright you romance nerd, come on and fuck me already. I’ve been waiting long enough.”

“Whatever my lady demands.” Andrew replied and they laughed together at the dramatics of it all.

He maneuvered her so she was laying down on the couch and he kneeled between her legs looking down at her flushed face and disheveled hair. How could she be so effortlessly gorgeous? It never ceased to amaze him that she looked like this and yet constantly felt so insecure about herself.

Andrew grabbed his dick and lined it up to her soaking wet pussy before pushing inside.

“Ah!” Ashley shouted.

That’s right.

It was her first time.

He was taking her virginity.

Andrew swallowed heavily at that thought. He was her first everything. That was a heady feeling.

“Gently! Gently…” Ashley moaned and he heeded her demands, slowing down pushing inside bit by bit until finally he was fully inserted. “Is it in?” She questioned and Andrew nodded, not trusting himself to speak.

Her pussy was so tight, gripping his dick so perfectly and with all the teasing from before he was afraid he’d shoot his load before he had a chance to fuck her properly.

After a few moments, while Andrew struggled to hold onto what tiny grasp of control he still had, Ashley finally gave him the go ahead to move.

He started off slow, letting her get used to it, before ramping up the pace. He listened to Ashley’s reactions, changing his angle to try and find her sweet spot. He didn’t want to be selfish. He wanted her to feel good.

“Oh!” There it was. “Andy, Andy, Andy, right there! Do that again!” He continued fucking right into that spot.

“You like that huh? Feels good?” He panted out, winded from the exertion. Maybe he should cut down on the cigarettes.

“Yessss…” Ashley moaned. Eventually she started moving her hips to try and meet his.

“Good girl, you’re doing so well.” He praised her.

Ashley moaned. “Say that again.”

Andrew smirked. That clearly had an effect on her. “You’re being such a good girl for me, Leyley.”

“Fuck… yeah I’m your good girl.”

He reached between them and rubbed at her clit as best as he could while keeping up the pace and Ashley keened.

“More. More. Harder!” She begged.

This was it. The closest he could ever physically get to Ashley… to his sister. And it felt amazing. It was so good to finally throw away any attempt at being normal, to throw away any restrictions society had on them. None of that mattered anymore. Now it was just them. Now and forever.

Andrew used both hands to hike her hips up further and gave her what she wanted. He thrusted into her harder, the couch creaking under their combined weight.

Ashley replaced his hand on her clit with her own, and he could feel her pussy clenching around him, sending bolts of pleasure up his spine.

After thrusting at this heavy pace for a while, he could feel himself approaching the precipice. “Are you close…?” He panted. His balls were aching, his heart pounding, the pleasure was building in his body. He wanted to come so badly.

“Close, so close…” Ashley replied, her voice strained.

Andrew was trying his best to hold back, his body was trembling, he wanted Ashley to come first. He could see she was tense, almost there…

“Come on, Leyley.” He encouraged her and after a couple of more thrusts her back arched even more.

“Andy!” She moaned in pleasure as she finally came.

The fluttering of her inner walls as she orgasmed, massaging his dick so perfectly, sent Andrew flying right over the edge soon after. He came with a grunt, his dick buried balls deep in Ashley’s pussy.

He collapsed on top of her, panting. He was still recovering from starving! He was not up for this kind of exertion. Ashley could not fucking blame him.

Andrew felt her arms wind around him, holding him tight.

“So that’s what all the fuss was about, huh?” She said.

Andrew chuckled. “Did you like it?” He asked. He hated to admit even just to himself he was nervous about Ashley’s reply.

“Oh I think I’d rate it a 6 out of 10. Nothing to write home about.” Ashley replied in a joking tone.

“Oh, really?” Andrew questioned holding back a snicker.

“No dumbass, you made me come so hard I saw stars! Obviously, I enjoyed it.”

He laughed. “I enjoyed it too, thanks for asking.”

“Oh, fuck off!” Ashley shoved at him, laughing, and he propped himself back up on his knees.

He gently pulled out, and Ashley let out a hiss at the sensation, her pussy raw from their intense fucking. He tied off the condom and threw it on the floor.

“Come here.” And soon enough he had a lapful of Ashley again.

They snuggled for a while, both relishing in the pure closeness of each other, still naked, having completely bared themselves to each other in every way possible.

After a little while, she broke the gentle silence. “I love you, An-Andrew.” He noticed she caught herself.

Good. Andy and Leyley were buried. (Except in the bedroom.)

“Love you, too.” He replied, gently nuzzling into her neck.

“So…” Oh here she goes. Andrew knew her too well at this point. She wanted something. “Can we stay here longer?” Ashley asked and he had to hold back a sigh. Of fucking course.

“Ok, fine.” He gave in. He was tired of fighting her on this. “But we’re leaving at the first sign of any trouble, you got that?”

“Sure. Sure.” Ashley replied nonchalantly. Andrew knew that despite what he said, they were definitely going to end up sacrificing someone else to the demon again… but he couldn’t say no.

Not when he loved her so much.

For her smile he’d happily indulge in her desire to play house with him.